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Limo Ride 


James remembered the day fondly. Death Magnetic was out and the eager music lovers from the Foo Fighters 
had descended on them for an interview. It had been an honour, and also humbling, to see the two guys who'd 


grown up on Metallica's music sit with them, wide eyed and excited. 
But then things had changed. And not in a good way. 


As he'd left the building, he'd been grabbed. Not by one person, but by several. A bag had been forced over 


his head and his arms tied behind him as he'd struggled and screamed. 
But no one had listened. 
No one had helped. 


He'd screamed and kicked, the darkness around his head terrifying and disorientating. He'd been lifted, the 
multiple hands stilling his legs. Finally his voice had been taken, a gag tied around his head. After what seemed 
like an age, his body was dumped into a cramped space. The fear had only been amplified when something 


closed on top of him. 


A trunk. 
He was trapped in the trunk of a car. 
And it wasn't a very good car. 


Time had become nothing as he'd rolled from side to side. Whoever was driving was driving badly, and at speed. 
Whatever car he'd been dumped into didn't help either. The fear and claustrophobia grew, clawing at his heart 
and stilling his breath. James was scared, an emotion he'd rather he didn't have to deal with. The anger was 


okay, but that was gone. Shut out the second the trunk had closed over his head. 


Finally the vehicle began to slow, the ground beneath the wheels becoming uneven and rocky. He took a deep 
breath when the car stopped and dared to open his eyes. 


Darkness still engulfed him and he heard a door slam, the car rocking in retaliation Muffled voices, their words 
inaudible, reached his ears. James felt his heart rate pick up, the smell of his fear ripe in the trunk. The 
Voices stopped and footsteps could be heard rounding the car. 


Suddenly warm sunlight flooded the cramped space and, behind the bag, James instinctively closed his eyes. 


Above him, he could feel people bending over and staring at him. 
"So?" a familiar voice asked. "Why this one?" 


"Because apparently his behaviour's a bit off" James' heart fell at the second voice. It was a voice he'd been 


speaking with only that day. "Right, let's get the fucker out" 


He howled as, again, hands reached for him. They grabbed him and heaved him from the trunk. Again, he kicked. 
Again he thrashed. Again he tried to scream, his voice stopped by the gag. 


He was carried from the car and across uneven ground, hands holding him tight. One swatted at his thigh and 


a voice he didn't recognise hissed at him to quieten down. 
Why?! Screamed through his mind. Why be fuckin’ quiet when Ive been fuckin’ kidnapped?! 


He heard a door being kicked open, the sound of feet changing as they walked across a concrete floor. His body 
was dumped onto a bed and, across from him, James heard the door slam shut. Hands returned to him, picking 
at his bonds. When they were free, he was going to kick the shit out of whoever had taken him. Kill whoever 
had done this. 


The bag was pulled off and he blinked in the sudden light. His vision swam, objects a blur. Slowly his sight 


returned and his eyes fell on those who'd treated him so cruelly. 


"You," he hissed. 
The dark haired man standing opposite him smiled that famous smile. 
"Yep. Me," Grohl replied. 


"Why, you-" James launched himself from the bed, hands outstretched and prepared to throttle the life out of 


Dave. 

A shock of electricity stunned him and sent him crashing to the hard floor. His muscles contracted and, again, 
his body wasn't his own. He tried to scream but his voice was lost as the current continued to flow. As it 
wore off, James lay back and desperately tried to catch his breath. 


"| wouldn't try that again if | were you." Dave's voice echoed from somewhere above him. 


Raising a hand to his head, James shielded his eyes. A migraine began to thump through his skull and he 
suddenly felt weak and tired. 


"What the fuck am | doing here?" he managed to demand. 
"This is a place where people like you are brought," he heard the dark haired man say. 


"What the fuck do you mean, people like me?" He tried to sit up but his body protested Sliding back to the 


floor, James stared at the ceiling. It was white, much like the walls which joined it. 


"How do | put this?" Footsteps crunched across the floor and Dave crouched down beside him. His normally 
happy face was sullen and stern, dark eyes bordering on anger. The taser he'd fired at James still hung from 


one hand. "Your band are worried so they asked me to.. make some adjustments." 
"The fuck?!" Again, he tried to sit up. Again, his body refused him. 


Dave sighed, his breath shifting the strands of hair which hung in front of his face. "They're worried you 
might be about to have a breakdown. Go back to the drink and your old ways. They don't want to see your 


anger issues come out again. So they called me. That whole interview was a nice ruse to come and get you." 
That hurt more than the taser did, sparks of pain hitting James' heart. "I thought you liked our music?" 

"I do. Love it. Which is why | want to see you carry on making it. Trust me, Some Kind of Monster was one of 
the most painful things I've ever watched" Dave got to his feet and James listened as he walked away. 
"Anyway, I'll let you get settled in" His attention obviously turned to someone else as he said, "Ready to go, 


sweetie?" 


The door opened and closed and James let his head fall back against the floor. A place for his character traits 


to be corrected? What kind of fucking place did that? Other than rehab? And there was nothing wrong with 
him. He wasn't going to get drunk again. Or get angry. Or do anything else they all thought he was going to do. 


Bastards. 

His anger grew again, boiling through him. His hands curled into fists and his jaw tightened. Struggling to his 
feet, James landed a punch to one of the walls. The solid concrete connected with his knuckles, the pain flaring 
through him. He grunted and did it again. Another flare of pain and his grunts became shouts. 

Swinging around, he made for the door. It looked flimsy enough. Looked like he could shoulder it down. Running, 
James through himself at it, only for his body to slam into something very solid and very heavy. Screaming, 
he aimed feet and fists at it, all to no avail. He examined the window but, like the door, there was no way of 
breaking it. And, if he could, it would be too small to get out of. His voice grew louder, his curses becoming 
more creative. 

But no one came. No one listened. 


Worn out and drawing in deep breaths, James looked around himself and finally took in his surroundings. 


The room was small and white. A single bed was pushed against one wall. A toilet and sink were in the far 


corner. Beneath the small, barred window stood a desk and chair. Beside that was a small chest of drawers. 
And that was all. 
No TV. No phone. No computer. No way to contact the outside world. 


His soul ached as his exhaustion grew. Outside, the sunlight began to die, red rays of light making their way 
through the window. Sitting on the edge of the bed, James stared at the floor. He felt hopeless and alone. 


Abandoned. 


That was enough for his heart to break Those he loved, and who he trusted with his life, had thrown him to 
the dogs. 


Well, they'd thrown him to a man who was now showing another side of himself. 


And there was nothing James could do to stop it. It looked as though he was trapped. Captured. Torn away 


from his normal life. 
The sun continued to set, time inching onward. 


As the darkness began to grow, a light on the ceiling clicked on. Obviously it was controlled by a sensor outside. 
Still James didn't lift his head, his eyes focused on a crack on the floor. 


The resentment built inside of him. First it had been a roaring fire of pain and indignation. Now it sat like a cold 


stone in his stomach, the realisation that he'd been abandoned a sickening feeling. 


The rattling of keys caused him to look up. A small flap at the bottom of the door opened and a tray slid 
through it. Quickly the flap was closed and locked. On the tray sat a covered plate and a plastic cup of 
something. Beneath the plate, a sheaf of papers had been trapped. Despite the hunger gnawing at his stomach, 
James slid to the floor and pulled the papers free. 


Welcome to Cedar Home for the Behaviorally Challenged, was written at the top. 
You are here for a very specific reason and you plan of care and rehabilitation is attached to this sheet 


Here at Cedar House, we have a number of rules which you are expected fo follow at all times. Failure to comply 


with these rules will result in withdrawal of privileges and possible punishment. 


- Cedar Home is a smoke, alcohol, and drug free community. Anyone caught with contraband will be punished Any 
prescription medication you fake will be held in our offices. You will given it at the prescribed times and as advised 
by our own medical staff. 

- You will remain in your room unless you are undergoing correctional sessions or meetings. 

- You will be issued with a uniform. This consists of black work pants, black work shirt, underwear, socks, and boots. 
You are expected to wear this at all times. You will also be issues with white sleepwear. Both the uniform and 
sleepwear will be changed daily 

- All staff are to be addressed as Sir or Ma'am. h turn, we will treat you with respect. Lack of respect for staff 
will result in punishment. 

- Correctional sessions are individual affairs. Meetings are group and individual affairs. 

- Your personal weekly schedule will be given fo you during your first meeting 

- Your work will include manual work as Cedar Home also maintains a working farm which helps to supply the poor 


and needy of the area. 
James would have snorted at all of the rules. But the final part pulled at his heart and made him feel a little 
guilty about how he'd been feeling. There were people out there who were worse off than him. People with no 


food and no homes. People who'd kill to be locked up in a little room in fuck knows where. 


Placing the rules to one side, he looked at his plan of care. His name was written at the top, followed by the 


one of his named supervisor. 
D. Ellefson 


His heart began to race. It couldn't be? Not Mustaine's little pet? Was this where the bass player had wound 
up atter leaving Megadeth? 


James could feel a lump forming in his throat and his vision began to swim. What the Hell kind of place had he 


fallen in to? Suddenly he didn't feel like whatever was on the plate. 


He must have fallen asleep at some point, at least that's what his aching body told him. The bed was too small, 
a narrow single with too thin bed clothes. A fist hammering on the door woke him and James looked around 
himself. Shit. He was still in the Hell he'd been tossed into. 

"HETFIELD!" 

He sat up at the voice, his blood running cold. 


"HETFIELDI! IT'S GETTING UP TIME!" 


That voice. It was a voice he never thought he'd hear. David Ellefson, former bass player for Megadeth. 
Former lover of his once-best friend. 


Keys clicked in the locks and the door opened. James was on his feet, ready to bolt as the smaller man walked 
in. But, looking beyond David, he realised there was no escape. For, behind the bassist, stood another man, arms 
folded over his chest and eyes staring straight into James’ soul. 

He was stupid to think he'd be able to escape and the anger was on a slow boil as David walked in. The bassist 
kicked the door shut and stood before it. A large tote bag dangled from one of his hands and a plate was 
clasped in the other. Dangling from his jeans was another of the demonic tasers. And, clipped to the side of 
David's head, was a tiny camera, 

James snorted. "He watchin'?" 

David blinked. "Who?" 

"Grohl." 


Instinctively, David lifted a hand to the side of his head and touched the camera. "Yes. He is. And you should 


call him Sir." 
James let out a harsh, barking laugh. "He really does earn his fuckin’ nickname then" 
"Which nickname?" 


"God" 


David dumped the bag at James’ feet and nodded to it. He was quick to change the subject. "Your first days’ 
uniform." He held out the plate. "And breakfast." 


Taking the plate, James sat on the edge of the bed and lifted the lid. Bacon, eggs, sausage and bread were all 
piled on it. Suddenly he was hungry. 


"You stayin?" 

David leaned against the door and nodded. "Yep." 

The anger began to rise again, hot and prickling. James balled his hands into fists. "You gonna let me go?" 
"Not until you're fixed” 

"This is fuckin’ kidnap!" 


David didn't even jump. He just grinned at James and pulled a piece of paper from his back pocket. "Consent 


form. From your band. Giving us permission to detain you as long as we like.” 
"Fuck youl" Pushing the plate to one side, he charged at the smaller man, hands outstretched to throttle him. 


Something hard pressed against James' chest and his eyes met David's. The bassist's hazel eyes were hard and 


narrowed. James dropped his gaze to what was in David's hands. 
"One wrong move, Hetfield. One wrong move and I'll shock you back to 1983." 


Drawing in deep, ragged breaths, James held up his hands and took several steps back. The taser was still 


pointed at him, the tiny barbs ready to fire. 


David nodded to the plate. "Eat up and get changed. We've got work to do." 


The meeting room was like the one was confined to. White walls, bland furniture, and bars on the windows. 
Cameras hung in the corners and David's silent guard stood by the door. They'd walked down a row of what he 
assumed were once stables. His room was housed in one. The other, equally as heavy, doors had been shut and 
locked. They'd passed by a large, enclosed area and finally into another block of buildings which James assumed 
housed the rest of the operation 


"So let me go over this again," David said. "You have two correctional sessions a day, Two meetings, and a 


session of work. Understood?" 


James stared at the sandy haired man. He was now wearing a pair of wire framed glasses in order to read 


James' plan of care. Hazel eyes peered over them. James grunted a response. 


David shuffled some papers. "Okay. Final checklist. Do you have any health problems we should be aware of?" 
"No." His voice was cold. 

"Take any drugs, prescription or otherwise?" 

"No." 

"Drink any alcohol?" 

"No." 

"Any bad joints, strained muscles, or other skeletal problems we should be aware of?" 

"No." 

David gave him a tight smile. "Then we can continue." 

The bassist got to his feet and headed for the door. 

James stayed put. "Hey, Ellefson" 

David stopped and looked at him, his expression blank. "Yes?" 

James felt himself smirk. "What's it like fucking another Dave? Mustaine not doing it for you any more?" 

He watched David's body tighten and tension suddenly crackling through the air. 

"| wasn't-" he began. 

"Come on, Ellefson. Everyone knows you used to spread out for Mustaine.” 

Hazel eyes bored into his skull, David's mouth pulled into a thin line. "My personal life is of no concern to you. | 
may sleep with whoever | choose and the opinions of you, and your band, are of no interest to me. Keep 
gossiping, Hetfield, because itll land you in a whole bunch more trouble than you're already in" 


With that, the smaller man turned and made for the door, the files tucked under one arm. The guard, a man 
with dark, messy hair, opened the door. When James didn't move, David stopped. 


"Are you coming?" the bassist asked. 


James snorted "Yeah fuckin’ right. You think I'm actually gonna go along with whatever stupid fuckin’ plan 
you've got going. Who gives you the fuckin’ right to operate this ugly place?" 


David chuckled, his own lips curling into a sneer. "The US government." Leaning back, he glanced out the door 


and gave a short nod. "And you're coming with me. Whether you like it or not" 


David had been right. It hadn't been pleasant. Guards had rushed the room and grabbed him. He hadn't stood a 
chance as a mesh bag had been pulled over his head. His wrists had been cable tied behind him and heavy 
cuffs had been locked around his ankles. Finally, a metal collar with a long pole at the back, had been locked 
around his neck. He'd been pushed from the room, still hissing and trying to fight, out of the building and 


straight into the enclosed area he'd seen earlier. 


The mesh hood had allowed him to get some bearing on his surroundings. But it was only when it was taken off 
that he got a really good look at where he was. 


The building wasn't just any building. It was a sawdust covered riding school. Only it wasn't used for horses any 


more. At least not the equine variety. 


James felt his heart patter as he stared at David. The smaller man smirked at him and then glanced behind 
James. Turning, the singer groaned. Behind him stood the men who'd dragged him from the meeting room. All 


were dressed in black workwear, and a variety of implements dangled from their hands. 

Swinging back around, he stared at David. "What are you gonna do?" 

David grinned. "You'll see. Now, are you going to behave? Or do we have to do this the hard way?" 

James laughed. It was a harsh, hard sound and, without a second thought, he turned and ran for the door. The 
sawdust kicked up around him and he found it difficult to get purchase on the strange flooring. Closing on the 
door, he stretched out a hand to pull the bolt lock undone. 

Except he never reached it. 

The men grabbed and pushed and pulled. His clothes were stripped away and a gag forced into his mouth. His 
arms were bound behind him and something was wrapped around his neck. Leather straps covered his body, 
holding him and pulling him upright. He felt confined and contained with no possibility of escape. 

Finally it stopped and James found himself looking at David. Fear and anger swirled through him, bile burning in 
is throat. He wanted to attack the smaller man. Wanted to give him a piece of his mind. But the long whip 
which dangled from one hand made James think again. His eyes followed a strip of webbing which ran from 


David's hand. The end, James discovered, was attached to a collar around his neck. 


"Behaviour correction is a mental issue," David began. 


Snorting, James shook his head. The gag prevented him from speaking his mind but the words David spoke 
were ones he already knew. He didn't need reminding of them. 


"People use various ways to remember these lessons," he continued. "And we're going to start from the 
bottom. You need to break your mind again. Need to remember why you quashed the anger and the alcohol 
issues. Need to break your brain again" David grinned and it was a look that James didn't like. The whip was 
raised and it tapped against James’ bare ass. "Walk on" 


It was humiliating. It was degrading. And he couldn't even lower his head to hide his shame. For an hour, David 
had him walking, jogging, and flat out running in circles. It was relentless and, by the end of, James stood still, 
the sweat rolling down his back in beads. He was close to sobbing, an emotion he hadn't felt for years. His 
entire body ached and the anger he'd felt toward his band and his captors was fading, replaced by sorrow and 
pain. Sorrow and pain which aimed at himself. Never had he thought he'd be so easy to break. But being at the 
end of a lunge line for sixty long and agonising minutes seemed to have done it. David's words on addiction, and 


the anger it brought, were seared into his mind. The crack of the whip was evident on his skin. 
David's hands were gentle and light as he removed the straps, the bassist gently stroking his skin. Warm 
words of comfort were whispered to him as he was helped back into his uniform. Fingers stroked through his 


hair as David murmured that it was over for the moment. 


Suddenly he didn't feel like fighting. Didn't feel like shouting and screaming and berating those who held him to 


ransom. 


They walked from the sawdust covered school and back to the white washed office block. They walked into the 


meeting room, ready for whatever was to happen next, and James stopped dead in his tracks. 


There, occupying one of the other chairs and looking as sullen as ever was the one man who'd spent years 
pissing him off. 


Swinging on David, James felt some of the fight come back. "Mustaine?" he hissed. 
David nodded, a vacant look on his face. "Yes. Sorry." 

"But why?" 

‘Same reason as you. Couldn't keep his issues in check." 

“couse of you?" 


"No. | left because of the issues. Take a seat." 


James purposefully sat across the other side of the room. Even then he could still feel those hazel eyes 
boring in to the side of his head. He resisted the urge to turn around and give the redhead a piece of his mind. 


Instead he looked around the room and took in the other inmates. 


There were five of them in total, one for each of the stable block rooms he'd passed. Other than Mustaine and 
himself, there were three guys he didn't recognise. So what the fuck was Mustaine doing here? To piss him 
off? Or had David signed papers to have him admitted? It was well known that Megadeth were on the rocks 
and that Mustaine wasn't able to keep his cock in his pants or the needle out of his arm. It didn't matter who 
he was with, the redhead always found a better mount elsewhere. Suddenly James didn't blame David for 


leaving. It must have been tough playing second fiddle to every groupie who came along. 


The door opened and James sighed as the dark haired bastard walked in and dropped himself into a spare chair. 


He clutched a travel mug of coffee in one hand gave the assembled group a smirk. 


"Ready?" Dave asked. 


The meeting, like the correctional session, dragged on. It was painful mentally and the aches in his joints didn't 


help. What came after the meeting? Another correctional session? Surely it was lunchtime? 


There were no clocks; James knew as he'd checked. The only indicator at the passing of time was the rise and 


fall of the sun. Everything else was left to chance. Like what he was going to say about his own life. 

They were being forced to lay out all their faults. All their failings. Everything they believed made them a bad 
person. Mustaine had said nothing. James had watched as his eyes had focused in on David, that infamous 
sneer curling his lips. His silence had brought him a note scratched on a clipboard. Obviously something would 
happen later. James wasn't sure he wanted to know exactly what. 

His heart pounded and he wiped his sweaty hands along his pants. 


"James." That voice bored into his head. 


Suddenly he was at a loss for words. The sweat dripped down the back of his neck, soaking his hair line. He was 
hoping there'd be a shower at the end of it all. 


His name was repeated. 


Again he stumbled, staring at the floor, hands clenched in his lap. How could he admit his deepest problems? 
How could he admit them him Mustaine in the room? 


"|. Well. |. | have insecurities," he finally blurted out. "From my childhood. People leaving me and shit. | don't 


trust people.” 

"Not even your own band?" 

That was a tough one. Did he trust them? To a degree. With his life? No. Only he could look after himself 
'No," he murmured, "| don't" 

Not even with everything you have now?" 


They did have everything and didn't give a shit of what people thought about what they did. Yet the public 
didn't know what went on behind closed doors. They didn't know that he ruled with an iron fist. The poor kid 
who'd come in to replace Jason didn't even get the chance to open his mouth. He was told what to do from 
dawn until dusk. But they'd all been pushing for more input. More control. And obviously they'd seen something 
he hadn't and sent him to this godforsaken place. 


"No," he repeated. His hands shook in his lap. "Everyone fuckin’ wants everything and | don't want to see the 
shit hit the fan" 


"Understandable. But you need to let some control go." 
"No, | don't" 


"Yeah, you do, Hetfield" That voice pierced his brain and he looked up to glare at the redhead. Mustaine 


sneered at him, eyes blazing. "You're a fuckin’ control freak and don't know when to stop." 


Like you can talk!" he retorted. "Bet you wound up here again ‘cause someone found you with a needle in your 


arm. 


"Gentlemen!" Dave. "Mr Mustaine, you've had your chance to speak and you let it slide by. Don't make me 


increase your punishment." 


The redhead just snorted and shook his head before turning his gaze back to David. The little honey-blonde 
didn't even bother to look at him. His eyes were instead focused on the dark haired man sitting at the front of 
the room. A notebook rested in David's lap. 


Lowering his head, James tried to push the pain he was feeling away. Suddenly he felt worthless, lower than 
low. He'd pushed people away because of his own insecurities. Kept them in a stranglehold with the threat of 
being able to replace them forever hanging over them. In his life, people were replaceable. Mere objects which 


could be disposed of whenever they angered him. 


James was lost in his thoughts as he worked the fields. It was where they'd placed him, the five men working 
side by side. Speaking wasn't permitted and they all kept their heads down. Some of the guards watched over 
them, sitting and leaning against the fences. 


The work was backbreaking, the sun beating down on their backs. They plucked weeds from between rows of 
neatly planted vegetables. A sprinkler system was laid along the rows. James dragged a hopper alongside him 
and dropped the unwanted plants into it. 


David had spoken about breaking him, about finding that place where James remembered how to behave. The 
place where he could send all his problems to. What James hadn't expected was for it to happen so quickly. The 
hard work and humiliation had done in a matter of hours what weeks and months of rehab and therapy had. He 
just wished he'd been able to hold out longer before being sent back to that place in his mind. 


He tried to push back the emotions, tried to hold them down. He didn't want to be seen to be broken, especially 
not in front of Mustaine. That was the worst thing that could happen. If the redhead saw even a flicker of 
emotion, he'd exploit it, working his way between the cracks and widening them into yawing crevices. No, it was 


best to hold out, at least until he was locked back in his room. 


Lunch was a full on carbohydrate feast of meat, potatoes, and bread. It was followed by another correctional 
session, one which James was too tired to fight about. After that was a one to one meeting with David before 


he was shown to the shower room. 


Too tired to think, he willingly handed over his dirty uniform and fell onto the narrow bed. The door locked and 
the light went out. Outside, the sun was setting and, with it, James felt the anger that had boiled through him 
die. There was no use fighting. The people who held him were right. He did have barriers which needed knocking 
down. He did have addictions which could rear their ugly head at any moment. The pressure of the world they 
were in was forever pushing him closer to the brink, tempting him back to old ways while telling him that 
those around him weren't worth his time. His mind flicked back over the years. It remembered everyone he'd 


hurt, everyone who'd stayed loyal despite his own failings. 


His mind wandered to Mustaine. Had James treated him right? He liked to think he had. He'd been at the end of 
his tether with the redhead and there'd been little more he could with the short tempered man Maybe just 
dumping him at the bus station hadn't been the best idea but, at the time, it felt like the only option they'd 
had. 


A sound coming through the walls caught his attention Sitting up, James cocked his head and listened to the 
noise coming from his right. It was a sharp, cracking sound followed by whimpering. The whimpers quickly grew 


to moans and then sobbing. 


And he realised that the noises were coming from Mustaine. 


James’ heart chilled and he pulled the thin blanket tight around himself. He should have felt anger at someone 
else being treated in such a manner, being beaten because of some filthy addiction. But it wasn't like Mustaine 
didn't know what he was signing up for. It was a consensual beating, one which James hoped would help the 


other man. 


When he heard a "Daddy, please, nol" the sharp sound stopped. It was replaced by silence and, James hoped, 


someone soothing the redhead's soul, if only for a moment. 


The following day was much like the first and, this time, James willingly let them work on him. He let them in. 
Let them pull his barriers down and open his eyes. He let them push him until his body ached and sweat pooled 
along his back. The animosity that he'd first felt towards Dave, David, and everyone else at Cedar Home had 
faded to nothing. He realised that they were helping him, even if their methods were a litte.. unorthodox. 


In the meetings, he was forced to look at Mustaine's sad and weary face. The redhead looked more lost than 
he ever had before. He looked confused, almost childlike, as though the world around him made no sense at all. 
James wondered how many more times Mustaine would make the trip to rehab centres. He wondered how 


many times Mustaine would return to Cedar Home. 


He could feel a lump forming in his throat and tears prickling his eyes. He could make it all better. He could 
chase away the lost look in Mustaine's eyes. Hell, he'd done it a million times before. And maybe, just maybe, 


that was why they'd been admitted together. 


Getting to his feet, James walked across the room. He ignored the eyes that watched him. Ignored the 
thoughts which began to boil in his mind. This was a stupid idea. Completely idiotic. Going anywhere near Dave 
Mustaine was like going near a ticking bomb. But he had to do it. Had to appease the demons deep inside of 
himself. 


Kneeling before the redhead, he looked up into those sad, hazel eyes. 


‘I'm sorry," James softly began. "I'm sorry for everything I've done to you. I'm sorry for treating you like shit 
and talking rubbish about you to the media. I'm sorry for all the years we've lost." He could feel the emotion 
tightening his throat and the tears began to fall. "I'm so, so sorry. An’ if | could take those years back, | would. 
I'd take ‘em all back and start over. An‘ | wouldn't treat you like shit. I'd help you as much as | could. Then I'd 
send you out to start your own band." Snivelling, he wiped his nose on the arm of the uniform. "I'm sorry. Can 


you forgive me?" 
He didn't expect a reaction. No flickers of emotion had crossed Mustaine's face. Those eyes still looked at him 
impassively. Sure, they'd spoken before. Made all the right apologetic noises. But James wasn't sure he'd ever 


meant it. 


Yet the redhead slipped from his own seat and sat before him. Arms wrapped around James’ neck. For a 


second, he stalled, before his own arms slipped around Mustaine and he pulled the other man close. 


A week later, James stood on the long, pebbled driveway of Cedar Home. Thickets of trees lined the boundaries, 
hiding the establishment from the outside world Even in the middle of nowhere, with rolling hills around them, 
secrecy was still the utmost priority. 

A white limo stood on the driveway, its passenger door open A suited driver stood beside it. 

Dave and David stood beside him. For once, David wasn't wearing a camera. Neither did he carry a taser. And, 
somewhere, in the complex, Mustaine was still secreted away. Still being defiant. Still holding out that he didn't 
have a problem. 

"Well, you graduated," David said with a wide, sunny smile. "Congratulations." 

James managed to return the smile. He wanted to know if Mustaine and himself had deliberately been brought 
together. Had they been there to each help the others healing process? But he suspected that client 
confidentiality would stop him ever knowing. 

"Yeah, thanks," he finally replied. "Was good. Really cleared my head." 

It was Dave's turn to speak. The dark haired man had been surprisingly absent during James’ time there. Was 
probably juggling both his music and running the distinctly odd rehab centre. "We're glad. And you know where 


we are if you ever feel yourself slipping." 


James chuckled and looked over his shoulder. The white building which housed all the offices and meeting 


rooms stood behind them. He wondered if that was where the staff lived. He'd probably never find out. 


"Yeah, thanks. We'll see." He turned his attention to the two men. Both of them looked at him with something 
akin to pride. Dave held out his hand. Taking it, James shook it. "Been a pleasure." 


"Pleasure's all ours," the dark haired man said. "It's good to see someone go away positive." 
"Thanks." 


He turned to David and the smaller man stepped up to him. Rather than shaking his hand, David wrapped his 
arms around James and hugged him tight. Laughing softly, he returned the hug before stepping up to the limo. 


"See you around, okay, guys?" 


The two men nodded and, as he settled himself into the car, they raised their hands as a farewell gesture. 
Sitting back, James watched as the buildings and the farm pulled away, the stones rattling beneath the car. He 


wondered how many secrets Cedar Home held. How many others he knew had been there? And how long would 


Mustaine remain? On day, maybe, he'd find out. 


